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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

This one's for Evaine, who\'s been putting Rick and Lars plot bunnies into my head for months now. We got to 
joking around on her Live Journal, and the following sketch popped into our heads. Detail Nut that | am, | 
couldn't get this going before settling on a date when both Lars and Rick could've been together. As luck would 
have it, both Def Leppard and Metallica played at the Freddie Mercury Tribute Concert, held at the Wembley 
Stadium [Vivian Campbell's official debut with Leppard, by the by] [Guns ‘n’ Roses was also there] [That 


sentence'll make sense in a while]. So, with that settled, this bunny was set to hopping on its merry way. 


Cheers to Hank for the Beta Fish. 


Wembley, England, 20 April 1992 


The first two drinks were his treat. The second two were on Metallica's tab. By the third go, everything was 


funny: The bartender in a bowtie and Bermuda shorts, the plastic Dixie cups they served Daiquiris in, the 
diamond pattern on the rug, the lycra they both insisted on wearing. Lars knocked back a shot and half his 
drink wound up on his shirt. That was funny too. Rick almost slipped and banged his chin on the counter. That 
had them in stitches. 


It was one, two, three more shots and the sound of Slash warming up drifted in from down the hall. It bounced 
along the stacks of travel cases and extra wires piled along the floor, trailing along the puce coloured, diamond- 
patterned rug (it was an optical illusion, Rick was certain of it), and pouring into their ears as the bartender 
poured them another drink 


Darkness had descended on Wembley. It dimmed and deepened the blue of the sky and softened every edge, 
hundreds of faces becoming a blur that was lost in shadows. The crowd was no longer a mosh pit of sweaty 
arms and hair and banners. Ready, Freddie, and thousands of voices had been raised in a guttural, throaty 
salute that swallowed him as he had stepped out, Viv in the wings behind him, clutching his guitar, waiting. 
"Fuck. Fuck me. James said there were 10,000, Rick Oh, fuck" He wondered if Viv would prefer the crowd now. 
It was almost introspective; Freddie's face stared out of dozens of banners and pictures and record sleeves, 
the crowd swaying beneath them. Pinpoints of light stretched all the way into the distance as lighters and 
matches ignited into life, sputtering in the right breeze. 


They were singing. It was hard to make out the words. Maybe they weren't even singing the same song. The 
voices rose and mingled, seeming to come from deep below the ground. They fell and picked up again, echoing 


along the hall as Slash bent the notes of his guitar. They trembled in the air. 


"Fuck it," Lars said, his voice thick as he toyed with his shot glass, rolling it over the counter. "That's beautiful. 
D'you hear that? Fuck. That's beautiful." 


"Yeah." 
He couldn't think of anything else to say. 


"D'you know what | miss?" Lars said suddenly. His chin was resting on his folded arm, digging into his skin. He 


looked at Rick, blinking as if to bring him into focus. "Know what | miss? | miss when | was a kid, y'know?" 


Rick didn't trust his brain to string together a coherent sentence, so he nodded. His eyes rattled in their 
sockets, cringing as Slash shook feedback out of his guitar and disappeared behind a curtain 


"Yeah," Lars said, nodding. "Right, huh? | miss how simple things were back then. It was, like, you could do 
anything" He spread out his arms for effect, wobbling on his barstool. "You could listen to whatever and play 
with whatever and, fuck, did you make mud pies?" 


"Mud pies?" 


"Fucking-A. | ate all of mine. They had, like.. It dripped all over your shirt and it came all the way down your 


chin..." 


Lars's voice tailed away. For a moment, Rick was almost sure Lars had lost his train of thought, but then Lars 


mumbled, "Yeah, mud pies, man," and fell silent. Rick leaned forward and tapped Lars's forehead with his glass. 


"Know what | miss about being a kid?" he said. He tipped back his glass, draining the contents. "You could be 
stupid. | mean, really stupid, and it didn't matter. Being a git was all right.” 


Lars was laughing now, motioning to the bowtied bartender for another round. He took up one glass and slid the 


other toward Rick. "Were you a stupid kid?" 


"Fuck yeah. | was a right git. | liked the dumbest songs. Like there was this one song about duckies. You know, 
baby ducks? | sang it all the time, at the top of my lungs." He pushed the ice in his drink toward the bottom 
with his index finger. "Sommat ‘bout the duckies getting lost and their mum being too dumb to figure it out, 


like, she never realized they weren't there. Its bloody scary, when | think on it now." 


Lars grunted, chin on his hand, eyes puffy from too much drink and too much work and not enough sleep on 
the plane. 


"You're scared of a fuckin’ duck song?" 


"Hey, fuck you," Rick said, taking up his glass. The contents sloshed over his thumb. That made Lars laugh, his 
chin slipping off his hand. "Fuck you," Rick muttered. "Don't you have some stupid song you used t'sing?" 


"They were all in Danish." 


The way he said it, it was the most natural answer in the world. The cosmic import of it was plainly revealed 
to Rick. They were in Danish. Lars had been translated from Danish into English, all without subtitles. Rick had 


to stop a moment and locate Denmark on a mental map, then he nodded. 

Lars said, "Partridge Family," and broke into a nasal giggle. 

"The fuck?" 

"Partridge. Family," Lars said, pronouncing each word carefully. "You didn't get that?" 


Did they? Rick tried to think back. His childhood living room came through as a lone telly, a thick wooden box 
with heavy knobs that clacked loudly as he turned them. It rested atop a mustard yellow carpet, the picture 
of a smiling, toothy blond placed along the top. That would be his older brother Roberts bird. Arlene, was it? 
Rick liked to pretend she was their long-lost sister. She wasn't a member of the Partridge Family. They were 
on the telly, standing on raised cylinders in front of bright blue and green swirls, all toothy smiles and heads 


keeping time. 


They were singing. 
"Im sleeping, and right in the middle of a good dream." 
Lars was singing, his head bobbing over his drink 


Rick pushed his own glass down the counter and pulled his barstool closer to Lars, the legs scraping and 
screeching over the floor. Their foreheads bumped together as they leaned down over the rings of 


condensation left by their drinks, singing to the counter. Lars tapped his foot, keeping time. 
It was funny, how much they remembered. 
"And didn't | go and shout if" Lars sang, one arm flapping out. "When you walked into my room." 


He threw his arm around Rick's shoulder and drew him closer. Cheek to cheek, they brandished their glasses, 
one out to the left, the other to the right. The bartender had withdrawn, looking at them with a strange, 
closed expression on his face. Rick spluttered out a half laugh, taking in a deep breath before he clinked his 
glass with Lars's and made a grand, sweeping gesture as Lars cried out, "Everybody!" 


Two voices broke on the same note. 
"/ think | love you" 


Lars banged his glass on the counter and burst into laughter. It rang out. Rick dropped his head into his arm, 
lips drawn back over his teeth in silent hilarity, his shoulders shaking. 


"What in bloody blazes are you two idiots doing?" 


Joe sounded pissed. Rick had no idea why he was pissed, but it was funny. He lifted his head from his arm and 
grinned at him, waving limply from the wrist down. Joe stood with his hands on his hips, a towel around his 
neck, legs poking out from beneath another towel around his waist. His hair hung in wet rivulets over his 
shoulders-strands standing out from where the towel crushed them-and his bare feet looked huge and flat 
and pale against the floor. He looked bloody ridiculous. Rick laughed, dropping his head back down again 


"You're mental," Joe said. "Lars? Was that you singing? Just now?" He rubbed his hair with the towel. "It 


sounded like a cat in pain" 
"Partridge Family, dude," Lars said. 


If Joe could only see the look on his face. Rick dearly wanted to show him. Here, mate. This is what you look 
like when you learn your drummer's sitting around singing Partridge Family with Lars Ulrich. Your eyes get 
wide, right, and your eyebrows don't know whether to go up or down, so they sort of scrounge somewhere in 


the middle, and your upper lip curls over your teeth as you mouth out, "What the fuck?" and then you look at 


me as if I've just suggested turning the band into a Madrigal ensemble. 

"What the fuck are you doing singing ruddy Partridge Family?" 

Two fingers flashed out, straight from the middle and it was, "Fuck you," and then, "Oh, shite, at the same 
time," and then hysterics as Lars collapsed over his lap, holding his sides. Rick's forehead was pressed against 
his back, Lars's body shaking beneath him as they both howled with laughter. Lars slapped Rick's knee. Rick 
thumped Lars's back 


Joe, he was certain, was shaking his head. 


The crowd was cheering. 
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